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one of our original quests. Thus another of our aims
was accomplished.
During the afternoon we came upon a tapir trail
and not far from it human tracks, both far fresher
than the previous signs we had seen. But these led
to nothing, as the trail went over the rim of the hill
and disappeared.
Here we made camp and sent out scouting parlies,
which returned empty-handed, however. By
striking across to the south side, we found the source
"of the Zapino River, I recalled the old Zaparo of the
three at Puerto Tunghurahua who had been driven
out of this, the place of his birth, by the Aucas years
ago. But still there were no signs of them, despite
a dozen side-trips we made into the immediate
vicinity.
The next day was to be our last, for it was useless
to wait longer. As there was only one end of the hill
we had not yet covered, we headed in that direction
and there found a precipice. Here the face of Rayo
Urcu was almost perpendicular, and I recalled that
the town of the legend was said to be at the top of a
precipice.
Almost immediately a few hundred feet farther on
towards the south we found a creek, the only water
we had yet seen on top of the flat hill. Following the
creek along to the edge of the precipice, we peered
carefully over the brink; and there it fell fully one
hundred and fifty feet, forming, presumably, the
cataract of the story.